266.               THE SILENT ISLE

grossly misrepresent my master.   But he led me a
fine dance.

It was like a walk I took the other day when I
was staying in a mountain country. A companion
of mine, tired like myself of inaction, went off with
me, and we climbed a high mountain. For some
hours we walked in the clouds, in a close-sshifting
circle of mist, seeing nothing but the little cairns
that marked the way, and the bleak grasses at our
feet. Now and then we crossed a cold stream that
came bubbling into our dim circle, and raved
hoarsely away in fretted cataracts. Once we passed
a black and silent tarn, with leaden waves lapping
among the stones. Once or twice, as we descended,
the skirts of the cloud drew up suddenly, and re-
vealed black crags and rocky bastions, and down
below a great valley, with sheep grazing, pastures
within stone enclosures, little farms, and mountain
bases red with fern.

That was like my mental excursion to-day. It
was very cold and misty on the heights of my
friend's mind. I recognised sometimes familiar
things, but all strangely enlarged and transfigured.
Once or twice, too, the whole veil flew up, and dis-
closed a familiar scene, which I felt had some dim
connection with the chill and vaporous height, but
I could not discern what it was; and when we
came down again, the heights were still impene-
trably shrouded.

Once indeed my friend emitted a flash of scorn,
which was when I mentioned the religious common-
place that the desire of men's hearts to be assured